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PRE  FA  CE. 

At  the  mature  age  of  eleven  I  7vrote  verse  in  large 
qitantities,  and  with  vast  solemnity  ;  so  it  is  providential 
in  the  extrem,e  that  I  have  not,  up  to  the  preseyit,  been 
guilty  of  publishing  a  book  of  poems.  This  little  volume 
represents  a  selection  from  the  accumulation  of  twenty- 
five  years.  I  lay  it  at  the  feet  of  the  High  Muses  for 
the  greater  honour  of  Ireland. 

HERBERT  MOORE  PIM. 
Dunmurry. 


TO    IRELAND. 

I  tread  the  ground  that  felons  tread, 
And  sleep  within  a  house  of  thieves  ; 

High  is  my  window,  hard  my  bed  ; 
Yet  whoso  loves  thee  never  grieves. 

Men  stole  me  from  my  liberty. 
And  swiftly,  as  a  spider  weaves, 

They  set  their  snares  to  compass  me  ; 
Yet  v/hoso  loves  thee  never  grieves. 

They  came  in  scarlet  and  in  gold, 

And  said:  "The  man  is  wise  who  leaves 

His  native  land  when  he  is  told." 
Yet  whoso  loves  thee  never  grieves. 

Thus  felony  and  honour  blend ; 

The  weeds  are  garnered  with  the  sheaves. 
Hell  upon  earth  shall  have  its  end, 

So  whoso  loves  thee  never  grieves. 


A    SONNET. 

There  are  no  dreams  of  m}'  imagining 
Which  shall  encompass  all  your  loveliness. 
Never  hath  spirit  worn  a  fairer  dress, 
Nor  flesh  contained  so  beautiful  a  thing. 
You  are  all  hallowed  from  the  Heavenly  King 
And  His  choice  angels  round  about  you  press 
Lest  even  the  shadow  of  unrighteousness 
Should  shade  your  form,  or  set  you  sorrowing. 

Less  fair  in  lustre  is  the  Evening  Star : 
And  yet  you  shine  upon   my  darkened  ways. 
And  step  down  from  your  firmament  for  me, 
Glittering  with  love,  as  saints  and  angels  are ! 
For  this  I'll  worship  you  while  I  have  days  : 
And  when  days  end,  till  ends  eternity. 


8 


A    LOVE-LETTER. 

All  partings  make  for  joy,  if  love  be  true  ; 
And  for  us  both  love's  bliss  is  ever  new ; 

Therefore  our  partings  should  be  beautiful. 
How  may  we  meet  unless  I  part  from  you  ? 

When  you  are  all  alone,  believe  me  there ; 
For  love  gives  power  over  earth  and  air ; 

So  while  you  sleep  I  shall  caress  your  cheek, 
And  twine  my  fingers  softly  in  your  hair. 

And  while  vou  walk  abroad  I  shall  be  near 
To  hear  your  laughter,  or  to  dry  your  tear. 
Unseen  I  shall  protect  your  innocence ; 
And  when  you  call  me  I  shall  surely  hear. 

If  I  enchained  myself  in  servitude, 

And  did  your  bidding,  not  as  one  who  wooed, 

But  gave  my  will  and  all  my  life  to  you. 
Would  it  repay  your  heart's  beatitude  ? 

How  shall  I  value  this  unwavering  love, 
Or  all  the  measure  of  your  goodness  prove  ? 

I  have  drained  many  treacherous  chalices ; 
But  from  your  cup  my  parched  lips  shall  not  move. 

Most  perfect  child,  whose  passionate,  good  heart 
Beats  ever  for  me,  who  shall  tell  a  part 

Of  all  the  virtue  which  your  soul  enshrines? 
Music  is  silent ;  impotent  is  art. 

Shall  words  enclose  celestial  communings  ? 
Or  sound  recall  a  passing  angel's  wings  ? 

How  much  less  shall  my  art  suffice  to  show 
The  rapture  which  to  me  your  presence  brings  ? 


DE    PROFUNDIS    CLAMAVI. 

If  sorrow  has  ensnared  your  delicate  feet, 

And  if  the  sensible  and  worldly-wise 

Have  come  to  stare  into  your  frightened  eyes, 

And  fill  your  ears  with  threatenings,  and  the  neat 

Proprieties,  each  in  her  winding  sheet, 

Have  strangled   your  new  love,  and  choked  its  cries, 

In  due  time,  and  despite  them,  it  shall  rise 

To  claim  its  true  beloved,  as  is  meet. 

If  blame  be  mine,   I  beg  for  punishment; 

Were  you  afraid,  let  me  be  fearful  too ; 

And  have  you  wept,   mine  shall  be  tears  of  shame. 

But  may  no  messenger  of  doubt  be  sent 

To  bind  these  arms  that  fain  would  shelter  you, 

And  steal  from  me  the  magic  of  your  name. 
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DE    RETOUR. 

Come  now  with  me,  my  soul,  and  let  us  count 
The  tribute  of  our  dual  monarchy. 
Our  kingdom  has  been  torn  by  anarchy. 
And  justice  has  been  fouled  at  the  fount ; 
Yet  each  day  surely  sees  our  revenue  mount ; 
And  soon  shall  every  broken  landmark  be 
Set  in  its  place  again.     Our  hierarchy 
May  3^et  in  peace  its  fading  woes  recount. 

Fate  has  been  prodigal  of  bitterness  : 
There  seems  in  us  and  in  our  v/orld  a  change : 
Beauty  has  fled  from  minstrelsy  and  song : 
That  which  delighted,  now  provokes  distress ; 
And  all  the  dear,  familiar  sights  are  strange — 
We  have  been  exiled  from  our  land  too  long. 
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NATIONAL    SIN. 

At  last  we   reach  the  heights  of  our  desire ; 

And  to  us  comes  the  strong  swell  of  applause 

Borne  on  good  Albion  air,  as  Saxon  claws 

Are  clapped  together.     Let  us  all  expire 

On  Carthaginia's  bosom,  and  admire, 

As  our  eyes  glaze  in  death,   her  splendid  jaws, 

Which  have  devoured  small  nations.    We  have  cause 

To  quench  with  our  best  blood  her  martian  fire ! 

But  there  is  one  among  us  who  hath  gained 
Even  a  greater  height,  whose  dulcet  voice, 
Imperial  toned,  would  lure  us  from  our  crimes. 
Beside  his  brightness  all  our  stars  have  waned 
Caesar  hath  sprawled  to  conquer!     Come,  rejoice! 
Our  Leader  hath  found  favour  with   The   Times! 
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THIRTY    PIECES    OF    SILVER. 

Had  your  reward  been  treasure,  yea  much  gold, 
A  lavish  bribe,  riches  uncountable, 
Your  children's  children  might  have  lived  to  tell 
How  Ireland  for  a  royal  price  was  sold. 
Nero  hath  charms,  and   Borgia  is  rolled 
With  comfort  from  our  tongue,  and  even  Hell 
Can  boast  its  Lucifer.     It  is  not  well 
To  sin  poor  sins — 'tis  better  to  be  bold. 

Cherish  your  well-oiled  League  machinery ; 
Wrap  votes  of  confidence  about  your  head, 
And  point  the  way  to  Warsaw  or  Belgrade. 
Teach,  if  you  will,  that  slaves  are  always  free. 
But  keep  far  from  the  graves  of  Ireland's   dead 
Lest  martyrs  rise,  and  make  even  you  afraid  ! 
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EMPIRE:    MAKER    OF    WAR. 

Lonely,  and  infinitely  small,  she  sails 

This  tortured  earth  whose  soil  is  moist  with  blood  ; 

Only  a  bubble  in  the  celestial  flood, 

A  tear-drop  driven  before  eternal  gales. 

But  ours  she  is  ;    and  though  our  reason  quails 

Before  the  tree  of  which  we  are  a  bud, 

It  is  ours  also.     Stars  are  not  mere  mud ; 

And  to  the  soul  who  hears,  the  Universe  wails. 

Sorrow  has  come  ;    the  helpless  can  but  weep  ; 
For  mighty  lands  are  wrestling  with  death. 
Engines  of  murder  drown  the  thunder's  roar ; 
And  men  made  in  God's  image,  die  like  sheep 
To  please  the  Imperial  maniac  who  saith : — 
"Though  I  hold   much,  yet  shall  I  grasp  for  more." 
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LAUS    AMORIS. 

Could  I  extract  the  venom  from  my  soul, 

Which  lingers,  though  the  fangs  of  them  that  hate 

Have  long  since  been  withdrawn,  ah,  then  would  fate 

Come  with  caresses,  and  the  opening  scroll 

Of  life  unlived,  calmly  I  could  unroll, 

To  read  with  innocent  eyes,  or,  childlike,  wait 

Till  kindly  time  should  call  me  mean  or  great 

When,  while  I  slept,  my  passing  bell  should  toll. 

But  foul  deceit  has  hideous  harvesting  ; 
And  treachery's  snare  leaves  an  unhealing  \vound 
Dull  hate  can  wither  all  life's  gentlest  bloom. 
If  Death  have  fangs,  Life  also  has  her  sting  ! 
Yet  love  revives  me  when  my  soul  has  swooned, 
And  she  has  power  to  claim  it  from  the  tomb. 
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AMOROSA    MIA. 

Most  gentle  child,   most  passionate  lady  love, 
You  came  to  me  when  I  was  desolate  ; 
And,  by  your  coming,  fixed  my  ultimate  fate. 
Which  no  world  power  can  change,  or  enemy  move. 
Through  all  my  life  I   longed  to  know  and  prove 
One  woman  faithful,  pure  and  passionate, 
And  steadfast  as  the  stars,  that  I  might  mate 
And  seek  rest  with  her  like  a  weary  dove. 

Dearest,   I  cherish  all  my  horrid  years, 
Because  they  led  me  to  your  waiting  arms 
Open  for  me,  to  your  sad,  splendid  eyes. 
To  your  most  tender  voice,  to  your  glad  tears, 
To  all  that  robs  my  life  of  dull  alarms, 
And  to  your  love,  for  true  love  never  dies. 
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A    PROMISE. 

Yours  is  a  love  unstained  by  selfishness, 

And  jewelled  with  nobility  and  grace  ; 

So  by  love's  power  you  look  fame  in  the  face, 

And  claim  immortal  robes  of  loveliness. 

The  path  that  Helen  trod,  your  feet  shall  press  ; 

Psyche  and  Hestia  shall  give  you  place  : 

For  they  chose  love  or  virtue  for  a  space  ; 

While  you  love  me  as  only  gods  can  guess. 

And,  myself,   I  shall  write  deep  your  name, 
That  men  may  read  when  our  sad  world  is  older 
By  countless  days :    my  art  shall  make  you  known 
To  all  who  scan  the  chronicles  of  Fame  : 
i^adies  who  read  shall  sigh:    brave  men  be  bolder; 
And  lovers  gaze  at  your  high,  glittering  throne. 
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ITALY. 

Shall  my  desire  be  granted,  Lady  mine  : 

That  we  together,  in  some  Italian  town, 

Shall  tread  a  soil  made  sacred  by  renov/n. 

And  feast  on  beauty  that  is  all  divine  ? 

Over  our  home  should  be  a  trailing:  vine  ; 

And  I  would  lead  you,  as  the  sun  went  down. 

Through  gardens,  where  most  ancient  founts  have  throv/n 

To  heaven  their  sprays  since  sang  the  Florentine. 

And  there,  alone  with  beauty,  we  should  tell, 
Again,  and  yet  again,  our  still-new  love  ; 
And  by  the  starlight,   I  could  watch  your  eyes. 
Even  now  I  hear  some  crumbling  campanile 
Utter  its  evening  prayer-call  from  above — 
Come  with  me,  child ;    leave  wisdom  to  the  wise  ! 
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MEMENTO    MORI. 

Darkness  blinds  my  vision  now, 
Wraps  my  soul  in  black  despair, 

As  in  agony  I  bow, 

Yielding  tribute  of  a  prayer. 

Thoughts  of  peace  and  plenty  lost 
Drift  in  endless,  grim  array  ; 

And  I  dare  not  count  their  cost 
Else  life's  ransom  I  should  pay. 

Stillness  softly  calls  to  me  ; 

Rest  lays  down  her  weary  head  ; 
For  the  land,  across  the  sea, 

Claims  me  one  among  the  dead. 
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CHARLES    STEWART    PARNELL. 


A  strong  man  wrestling  with  his  fate, 
A  giant  towering  to  the  gods, 
Stricken  about  his  feet  with  rods, 

And  risen  in  his  wrath — too  late. 

We  watched  him  as  men  watch  the  sun 

Rising  in  majesty  of  flame  ; 

We  mourned  him  as  he  sank  in  shame, 
When  only  half  his  life  had  run. 


Can  greatness  vanish  from  the  world  ? 

Can  hatred  blot  the  fairest  name  ? 

Can  envy  write  eternal  shame 
Upon  a  pennon  that  is  furl'd  ? 

The  strongest  have  their  hour  of  sin : 
'Tis  oftentimes  their  very  strength 
That  brings  them  to  their  death  at  length 

'Tis  oftentimes  the  weak  who  win  ! 

And  he  who  in  the  blaze  of  day, 

Staggering  beneath  a  nation's  cheers, 
By  very  greatness  moved  to  tears, 

Has  the  more  need  of  peace  to  pray. 

For  greatness  is  a  fatal  gift — 

A  prize  that  loads  its  bearer  down, 
A  heavy  burden  of  renown, 

A  golden  anchor  that  may  drift. 
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Dirt  upon  drab  is  seldom  seen  ; 

But  when  it  stains  the  brighter  tints, 
It  jars  upon  the  eye,  and  prints 

A  scandal  for  the  small  and  mean. 

'Tis  greatness  that  makes  weakness  great, 
That  writes  sin  large  before  mankind, 
And  almost  forces  men  to  bind 

The  fallen  with  strong  cords  of  hate. 

We  loathe  another's  infamy ; 

But  love  to  sin  ourselves,  unseen, 
And  draw  a  fair,  bejewelled  screen 

Between  our  vices  and  the  sky. 


Say,  are  our  lives  so  full  of  bliss 

That  we  can  spare  to  suffer  pain  ? 
Is  life  so  long  that  there  is  gain 

In  torturing  what  we  should  kiss  ? 

Why  add  a  measure  to  the  grief 

That  makes  our  fellow-mortals  writhe  ? 
Why  lend  assistance  to  the  scythe 

That  mows  us  down  past  all  belief  ? 

Great  ones  we  carry  to  their  grave 

With  noble  pomp  and  darkened  grief; 
Believe  me,  it  is  past  belief, 

That  we  should  kill  an  one  so  brave  ! 
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SONNET  : 
TO    DESMOND    FITZGERALD. 

Again  hath  Carthage  jailed  a  Geraldine, 

And  given  fresh  honour  to  a  noble  name. 

As  roses  bloom  from  foulness,  so  hath  shame, 

In  Tyrant's  robes,  the  patents  of  a  queen. 

Since  Time  was  weaned,  no  monarchy  hath  been 

So  splendidly  besmirched,  so  ill  of  fame  ; 

And  though  this  ancient  desert-maker  came 

To  sow  our  land  with  skulls,  it  groweth  green. 

For  in  the  flesh  we  touch  reality  ! — 
Starvation  feeds,  and  nakedness  wraps  warm  ; 
Terror  can  soothe,  and  fear  make  confident ; 
So  when  God's  fury  cometh  lue  shall  see 
Carthage  dissolved  with  panic  and  alarm, 
Or  torn  asunder  as  a  rag  is  rent. 
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KILCHUIMEIN. 

Peace  makes  her  home  on  thy  thrice-laved  soil  ; 
She  steals  down  from  the  mountains,  and  the  lake 
Lies  placid  to  her  feet,   and  for  her  sake 
Your  rapids  whisper  low.     No  winds  embroil 
In  tumult  round  your  towers,  nature  has  toil 
To  find  fresh  beauties  that  your  scene  may  take, 
All  glittering  and  fair  when  day  shall  wake  : 
Yours  is  a  splendour  that  no  stain  can  spoil. 

World-weary  souls  have  come  to  you  for  rest ; 
And  to  their  ears  your  heaven-song  has  seemed 
Like  that  of  angels,  and  your  sanctuary 
Has  held  for  them  relief — place  surely  blessed 
By  God  and  all  His  saints,  by  such  as  deemed 
The  world  but  poor,  and  lived  their  life  with  thee. 


23 


«J 

lUWkif 

GAYLORD 

PRINTED  IN  U.S.A. 

UC  SOUTHERN  REGIONAL  LIBRARY  FACILITY 


AA    000  562  125    5 


^J^^  .-_..^' 


